EXTREMES MEET

his self-denial and hot greed. Impossible to work this
afternoon! Impossible to sit here any longer surrounded
by these draperies of blood-red and powder-blue, and
beyond them that cluster of seedy spies at the street
corner.

He made a fresh effort to concentrate and for a while
succeeded in keeping his mind from wandering. Then
he decided that he ought to answer his mother's letter of
yesterday 5 and it was pleasant to spend half an hour in
scribbling long unanswerable speculations about the look
of the country round Galton, in scribbling long explana-
tions that told her nothing at all at the end of them of
what he was doing out here. Then he wrote a letter to
Mudros asking for leave to have Henderson dropped as
soon as possible at Delos. Then he took a map and
marked down with crosses all the possible places at which a
submarine might call for Major von Rangel. He examined
the snapshot of him taken as he came away from the
Palace this morning. Such an ordinary looking creature!
So fantastic to ascribe the slightest importance to his move-
ments! And yet he like the rest had been stretched and
caricatured by war to be worthy to take his place among
those improbable animals brousing beneath the shade of
the Tree of Life. He by war was made as fit for hunting
as that mild-eyed giraffe! Thus gradually the afternoon
wore away until it was time for the poets to present their
day's verses. He read through the various accounts of
von Rangel's behaviour at the Tip Top last night. No
information of any value in all that display of bastard
English. Milton had nothing new to communicate since
the morning; and, though he gave himself the pleasure of
cursing him up and down for his treatment of Mere
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